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attendant, she led 
"It is good to be 
beside the hearth. 
It is always so with 

^ Her gray 

A 
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ely. 



delicate, blue vein 

Outside raged 
pressed a wet, gr 
ranges; impalpabl 
and encircling vert 
transparent sheet i 

sparkle' of the flan 



half that time I had started, 
loor, dressed, as was her habit, in 
ed by I Kinds of white at neck and 
seme ideal convent mother wel- 
intil, my wraps removed hy an 
up stairs to the promised tire. 
1 ere," I sighed, as we took our seats 
lv Little Cottage was so dreary! 
on rainy days." 

me irom under the dusk ■ >t 
you might be lonely, Child. I'm 
rest a moment; the wind has 
urning to the fire she folded her 
ands in quiet*. 

storm, and against the panes 
^h-oni. peeuliar to these forest 
t alive, rising from soaked gra.ss 
Very dose it pressed, a weird, 
lor trying to steal in and enfold 
hay against the pane 



an ! 



TNSIDE all was ■ 
* played over her 
the walls. Close to 
of no great value li 
about its very crude 
in profile, was upli 
eyes straightforward 
was pinned a gob" 
-Ah! you are 1 
she .aid. "But tak 
There! Now let the 
the better. First, tl 
Antoinette, and the 



found, herga 
her grief that 
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quiti 
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bought of depressing' tilings. 
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nfort, tlie firelight 



aits, but having 
ii inspiring quality. The head, 
he shoulders firmly knit, the 
der the fiehu on the left breast 



ght shine on it s 



Ma 



^ old me, I. ilium bearing a fleur de lis 

faithful to the memory of the 
XVI.. as an insignia of their 

from t he hangmen . \vh, , were 
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THE MESSAGE 



woman at my side had .. east d speaking and seemed lost, 
m reverie. My question roused her, as if from thoughts 
that had wandered far. 

"No. One day the Count did not come. He had been 
arrested by the Revolutionary Commit tee. The next 
morning his head fell into the basket." 

"Oh, poor girl!" I eried out in sympathy, the very 
tones of her voiee as she told of the sad ending bringing 
the tears to my eyes. 

"Ah, but. her emirate!" she exelaimed quickly, her 
faee lighting up. Tor dnvs she lav as one dead; then 
she sought out her mother. ' Fear nothing for me,' she 
said. 'He whom we mourn has pointed out the way. 
Now it is my turn to give mv life to him. I am going 
to hunt among the people for the wickedest and the 
most cruel, since they are always the most unfortunate. 
I urn going to nurse them; to heal their bodies first, that 
I may reach their souls.' 

"Unharmed she passed through angry mobs and 
er. ■■w: led slivers, ht-r t-eatitiful hair crowned by its cap 
it hi Marie Antoinette, and always on her left breast the 
gold medallion. Heads were inclined to her, and like 
Jeanne d'Are she moved among the multitude, con- 
verting all in her way. Her very approaeh made men 
better. And this she kept up until she was an old, <-l\ 

The Lady of the Cables r< >se from Iter, hair and moved 
about the room as if seeking her habitual calm, her head 
drawn higher as though she too would defy man's cruel- 
ties proudly, as Jeannctte had done. A long, quivering 

' escaped her as she regained her seat and continued: 
l Iwant courage, 



'udl'n'lieoi f 



a living presence, 
tent among the pea 



no, a love of , 



her friend but i 



perhaps,- - for while 1 sat 
herself broke the silence. 

"You have grown very 
in low pitched _ tones, hi 

I sent for you, I said to n 
from her.' I see now thai 

She paused a i 
gaze ( 



me. and 



ring and speechless . sh 

o me, Child." she beg; i 
> which had now . n , 

' I wish I had no set iv: 
ave already divined/' 
a wide open, unfalteriii 
' nanus —her u\\n an 



Instantly my mind , !,•.„•■ i and a face stood out in a! 
lovciim Hut 1 did nol start. Now that certainlv v.., 
mme I^grew cold. Something like awe erept over m< 

"It is a relief to talk— 1 who have been silent so man' 
years. Do not interrupt me, or I may not be aide to g' 
through to the end. Oo not ask me anv question- 
just let me pour out my heart. 



and had established himself as a banker, 
suspected of plotting against the 

although we have all been Roy 



teen I i 

sister who had married an Italian Count, who was 
Gentleman in Waiting at the court. Thcv Jived in ;hc 
Palazzo da Forsiea, ihe mu' on the Grand Canal ah- ,v<- 
the Salute. You have seen it, no doubt, as it is still one 
of tin show places of Venice, although it has passed out 
of my brother in law's possession anil is now one of the 
city courts. This sister had brought mo up, she being 
ten years, older and my mother having died when I v..... 



"My « 
Palazzo, 
including 



: ball£ 



the 



Idenly across my troubled inner vision there began 
, like fireflies after rain, floating memories of far 
alf forgotten things,— vague hints that she herself 
Iropped, scraps I had read in the newspapers long 
when correspondents knew whereof they wrote, 
nust have divined my mental process,— willed it, 



hit .'h everyone of prominence wa 
' distinguished strangers who might be 
guests or our friends. And evervbodv came, including 
the Archbishop in his robes, and all the f- -reign Ambas- 
sadors, as well as officers of rank in the armv and navv. 
It was an unf-.-rgetublc sight for me, brought' up as 1 had 
been in almost absolute seclusion, and the masses of 

h 1 mi i tbout the grand salon 

Among others who were brought up to me and pre- 

di. He an-1 some of his companions had 
wild boar, so he told me, in the mountains 
d, happening to be in Venice, and a gui -t 
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atai,, sphere of old fa; 
walked over to the ( 
n'lt-i.le an ol>viou>!v 
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Chalmers looked _u 
re. uhed vou, then" 
-Rumor, only." 
"Clnh gossip has it 
sh- . k of the me>- :ge 
-No man dies of n 

-Oh, tome!" prott 
eases every day." 

"No. Shock mav 
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I five in," relorted ll 
worst of vour dngm: l 
right. And, at that, 
t , -i: htion. He'd be 
since the Combinati, 
"He was one of vol 
"Yes." Chalmers 



mjx .rary telephone 1 
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quickly. "The stoi 
that he fell dead fro 
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Electrie Supply deal ; 

»vm from that tothi-j 
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And to think that tei 
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Our Prize Story Competition 



Weel'^Sifneleitri 
hat I am doing. 




By SAMUEL HOPKINS ADAMS 

"Highly regrettable exhibition on the part of a 
rising young Assistant District Attorney," com- 
mented Kent, "this indulgence in daylight gamb- 

explained the 



izv since Stalev's 
th the soft -boiled 
:' ■■■ ■ b ; . : t ■ v- 

•"Anil his; partner?" 

"My other witness Benjamin Tcnney Naylor, 
B--ss ITynn's former confidential man, known in 
political circles as the Tenpenny \ail." 

"He looks hard enough for it,"' commented 
Kent, eying the spare, powerful, weasel faced little 
man. "And the florid beauty playing dummy is 



this hall, next to the teleplu 



"Keeping track of 
lawyer, leading tlu v.. 
room. "Martin 



"I-x 



atching the hounds, and the ( 



■ .aid. "and th-n I'lo,, 



C ,ns 



Kent's 



of 



the 



. guest cards to the club, Professor Kent nodded. "It was the old ink, wholly 

playing a rubber now. By the unlike the other.'' 
ho found Stalev's bo.lv.'' "Then the note was postdate-!." said Chalmers with 

ig suspicious in that?"' subdued satisfaction. "Proof conclusive. Come; the 

het? Yet the thing was plausible, game will be waiting for me.'' 



hat of _ 

adviser, in secret, to the federal Department of Justice 

—was held on his own terms which were that he would 
work when he felt like it, and not when he didn't. As 
he was, in his line, indispensable, and as he had an in- 
dependent income, he was in a position to dictate even 
to a o'd-tape-boiind administration. Being, by his own 
interpretation of his duties in Washington, at leisure, 
he had responded promptly to Chalmers' appeal, and 
with more trenchant observation of the case than his 
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THE MYSTERY AT THE GABLES 



of Baron Reisch, one of the foreign Am- 
bassadors, had availed hinself of the oppor- 
tunity to see the inside of one of the famous 
Venetian palaces when in gala appointment. 

"At first I did not pay much attention to 
him, so many others crowded about me; but 
as the evening wore on ] found 1 was never 



bfi nq shoulders and an alert air about him, 
as if he thought as quicks as he moved. He 
had too an air of great distinction for one so 



, I think, was whati impressed me 
than anything else. I njoticed this 
larly when, instead of bringing me 



Sack to 



made excuse to drag asidfc the heavy silk cur- 
tains, and led me out on the balcony, from 
which we both looked diwn on the wonder- 
ful city, with the moonlight flooding every- 
thing. I was afraid to fctay, of course, shut 
from everyone's gaze bylthe portiere; but it 
gave him an opportunity to whisper in my 
ear, 'I am coming tomorrow, and you must 
try to see me, for I leav$ Venice at night.' 

"When you are seventeen, my child, and 
for the first time in your life a man you do 
ipointment, you go 
> bed with your heart i i wild alarm. 

his own 
i gold, 
► chap- 



eron — out of the lagoon 



md watched the s 



night he came again, 
poned his departure u 
of the Redentore, which 
the following 



which did he pay any 
some he did not even open. One informed 
him that the younger brother was about 
aying he had post- mount the throne, and that this meant n 

the country and great suffering among the 



. behind the hills Pa lua way. And that 



with my brother in law I was sent for. It 
could be arranged, after all, said his Excel- 
lency; in fact, it would be better for the 
peace of the country if my Prince stepped 
out and the younger brother stepped in, for 
both his ill health and his unpopularity had 
been exaggerated. 

"But my brother in law was not Batisfie !. 
The Archbishop must be seen, and certain 
papers must b< ' 
in the presence 
Italian court, and these the Ambassador 

"And all this was done, my child, neither 
5 caring anything about the details 
' ' _ether 

all caxriei 

months, i 

land. My father came on, and our wedding 
took place with all Venice and much of 
Rome and Genoa present. 

"My father bought us a villa up in the hills 
where the shooting was good and the air tine 
and healthy; and there we spent our honey- 
moon and the three first years of our mam..' 1 
life, shut out from the world, living for each 
other, and knowing nothing, caring nothing, 
of what went on outside our beloved hills. 



and treachery and murders. Letters 



ay 1 „ 

il after the Festival 
take place 
Aind then there were 
the moonlight 
e awake in the night 
of 



— and soon 1 bega 
and watch for his 
the little canal Up which the Ambassador 
lived; and my sister began to laugh and say 
I was in love— I, who lias only a child' 

"When the night of the Redentore 
we dined in onr Liondoh , the tenda deco; 
with swinging lantern , the whole Grand 
Canal, and all the c*y for that matter, 
brilliant in light and I olor. After feasting 
and singing all night, wie waited for the first 
streaks of dawn, and were rowed over by 
Udo f the seashore, to 

peeps above the horizon). I wanted, girl like, 
to see the others jump, and in my eagerness 
lost my balance and was floundering in the 
water before anvone knew I had slipped. 

"The next thing I fait was an arm under 
my neck; then I wasj lifted bodily in the 
dark, my head clear of the water. He had 
sprung overboard, had gathered me to his 
breast, and with the After arm was raising 
us both to the boat. Then, waving the gon- 
dolier back, he grappled the side, threw one 
leg over the edge, and dragging me clear laid 
me dripping wet in the gondola, and then, 
still in the dark, bent down close and kissed 
me— the first kiss of mjy life 



swercd, refusing to leave me and his moun- 
tain home, no matter what happened; say- 
ing that he had retired with the full • onsvm 
of his father, his brother, and tile court of- 
ficials, who at that time favored his brother's 

accession against his own, and that they 
mu.-t adhere to their agreement as long as he 
adhered to his, and that he would never set 
foot on his native soil again except as a 
private- citizen. 



under our grape arbor i 
- da carriage driv' 



t rh. ;-v\e 



■»HE i 



j for my hand. 
"Now came my first s 
was not Count Kogellett 
rank and heir to his estate 
l Crown Prince, heir lb a 



> my father ask- 



full uniform, one a man of forty 
and the other a gray haired man of seventy. 
They walked straight to where we sat, and 
drawing themselves up to their full height 
made a salute that is given only to royal 
personages. My husband knew them both 
and introduced them to me. One was a dis- 
tinguished cavalrv officer, and the other was 
Cine: i f Stall of the army. 

"They had come to lay bef. -re him the con- 
dition of the country and to beg him in the 
name of peace and his people, who were suf- 
fering the most horrible outrages, to return 
and take up the reins of government. His 
brother, since his father's death, was prac- 
tically a prisoner, and n< > one could tell what 
would happen if 



?s in Hungary; but 
i throne in the Bal- 
kans. His incognito, and the facts were 
known to my brother: in law. That it had 
never been told me was because, as he said, 
no one could suppose for an instant that 
a man of Count Fogelletti's experience and 
obligations could possibly make so great 
a fool of himself as td offer marriage to the 
daughter of a Genoese banker. Anyhow, it 
must be stopped, and at once! Even if the 
ceremony took place, it could only be a mor- 
ganatic marriage, ending in misery and per- 
haps disgrace. No! He would inform the 
Count at once, without even waiting for my 
father to act. Furthermore, the unsettled 
political conditions in his Kingdom made it 
all the more dangerous. It was only a ques- 
tion of time before has father would be de- 
posed and the throne fall to him. Even 
should he renounce all title to the succession, 
his younger brother, who was an invalid and 
unpopular, would not be permitted to accept 
the crown. The young Prince had lost his 
head and should be $ent home to his father 

"I shall never foifeet my talk with him 
that night. No one disturbed us on the bal- 
cony, and we had it all to ourselves. I left 
him with his lips to mine,— he telling me of 
his determination to renounce his succession 
to the throne, that he loved nothing but 



ring Power c 
rule or gove 



they appealed to me. I would not, 
being a woman, suffer such wrongs to con- 
tinue, if I could only see the conditions as 
thev existed. This overcame me, and I 

"'Yes, we will both go.' 

"I saw the old General hesitate and take 
the Ambassador to one side; but the younger 
officer was more honest. 

"'His Highness must go alone, Madame,' 

"'But I will not be separated from my 
wife!' said !my husband. 

"'It cannot be! She is your wife here; but 
not at home. ( fur people- would insist on a 
bride of their own blood and your own rank,' 

"My husband turned on his heel, called a 
servant, and said, 'Order the carriage of 
their Excellencies'; then, addressing the 

three, ' .Messieurs, the interview is at an end. 
I wish you a respectful adieu,' and went into 
the house. 

AND now, my child, came the beginning 
oftheend. Every influence was brought 
to bear, both by the Italian and the Austrian 
Governments, and a compromise was made 
by which my husband was to spend a year 
Willi- .ut me, and then I was to join him. This 
we consented to under promise that a special 



to the palazza, and "after a long talk our marriage invalid. So transparent was 
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There's no rule, but punctual men 
Are apt to head payrolls— Big Ben 



It's Big Ben's business to get 
people up in the world — it's Big 
Ben's business to get them up on 

He does it loyally, steadily and 
promptly — there's a true ring to 
his morning greeting that makes 
early risers sit up and take notice. 

And every morn, America over, 
Big Ben awakens men who are 
getting up in the world— men who 
are setting the pace for the rest of 
the field — men who strike their 
stride at the flash of the gun. 



"Five minutes early sometimes 
ten, it raises salaries" says Big Ben. 

Big Ben is a thin, beautiful and 
punctual sleepmeter. — He is easy to 
read, easy to wind and pleasing to 
hear.— He calls you every day at 
any time you say. 

Big Ben is sold by jewelers only. 
His price is #2.50 anywhere. 

If you cannot find him at your 
jeweler, a money order sent to 
IVcstckx, La Salle, Illinois, will 
bring him to you express charges 
prepaid. 
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the fraud that my brother in law, having herallln 

the >;ni[uthy ,.f the lu.li.in fn.vrroimut, wlneh is t rue ; f.,r hv I. .V.-.1 UK' t.. tbvvml, and 

thro.trne.1 t.. make an international matl.T <!«•.! with mv nam, „„ his lips." 

of it, 1 U'inK hern ,,n Italian 51.il. Finally the She pause,!, stretehe.l out her hand anil, 

Arehl.isliep w,,.,ent fur. Ami then eame the <m.».thtitg my hair with her soft, white hand, 

most cruel of all my disappointments: His said, "And now, dear child, you know why 

i '.race showed his orders from the Vatican it is that every night before' I sleep 1 look 

nulhlying the marriage on some technical over at her portrait and say, "Goodnight 

religious grounds. Cousin, Fanehetle an rev. ,i'r! ' It was tin 

"It now became a question of mv hits- example she set that I have tried to follow 

band's life. T,. save it I destroyed the when love was torn from me." / 
papers inl the presence of the Ambassador, 

the Archbishop, an, 3 my brother in law, and TT*! 1 IC storm is still raging now as I finish 

that night left Venice. 1 hersi,,rv. Against her windows tew the 

"Fur two years I hid myself in my lather's wind and ram are healing; less fierce than 

house in Genoa. Then ,,1'tcr the ieath ,,f mv ,,ther st"rm> lie; have assail, ,1 her, because 

dear husband I cam, hen 1'odav tin world nol 1,1,, wn by calumny. Inight, bn 

knows me only as a woman who sacrificed soul, goodnight! 



THE RETURN 



visible '.lu'-ui;!! ln> open window wa> clear "They 1 

.ai. I simile. A tire, v, n .>,■ tinted cloud Stanley, 

tint to 1 a. ru.ssits a/nrc. In the distance r. duns e,n .wing 

called, and a passing breeze brought in its didn't c; 
train an odor of blossoming "'" 
entrancing. Anil suddenly t 



last 



- i . -1:111 1^' 



we stayed on Ikt 
tising tow m New 
doing fine. The I 



theni in the same hoi 
father went to her home 1 
^together. Billy's pr 

rsi break eame when 
The baby .lied in 



re the nig. gave lu 



. :h« 



miejit ha 

> > -uld hav. 



"•HE tram drew into the shabby, well 
remembered stall, .n. and he swun^ « >ll' 
nl niudq his way into Main-st., which 
owed hilt few changes, Nobody reeog- 
zed him, of course; but he saw one or 
■it faces familiar despite Tinted relentless; 
irkings. and he heard a couple of drug- 



Tha 



and lie heard a c 
: speak of "the Lewes funeral.' 
ic darvd not Voice the intended 
Ic could only pu>h on straight 

Id dwelling lbs heart leaped to 



"Ma 



abloom in the 
that nv.rning, ai 
in tlieir gluriou: 
bush still It-am- 
welcome, and v 
rang the bell, 



old but still thrifty, were nothing hu 

the riooryarri. It had rained tW whi h 

and the soft air seemed bathed wl 

[XTfunie. 'J'he same huge yt 

over the porch rail as in Forgive 

when, trembling a little, he wife 

. Man- herself answered, the \W\ 

niMiii- nt later. At sight of her Davis ..nlv in stupi 

hrill that tcild him li<»\v thorough \vas But I r ' 

range resurrection of hi.s long atro- with th 



Fie could have worshiped her live lor er without 



! there, amazed but striding, with 



yi don'l love 
the future ' 



-teniae. 



hollow" of her slender throat. all joy 

he cried, an-! found his v .ice no the pas 
a whisper. "I thought — " 

e told him. seeing that he could 
'that was Sheila. We buried her 

■d as he stood, and her eyes, sad ing 

with long love and sorrow, saw weddi 

that he suffered. She swun^ the dour wider. FYrha; 

"Won't you— eome in?" perhaps » 

This time it was he who would have lin- hei 
ered in the sunshine: but she led the way, 
1st as of old, to the cool, dim pari. 

anniK haunted by lingering scent of yes- this pm shmetit 

rdav's flowers. Again as of old she sank' light in ic 

ito the low rocker and deftly mothered the yet— M ry 

tirring bahv. While she crooned it back to si 

sleep David" studied her eagerly. She was faithless 

paler than he remembered, and the red lips: he lov 
urved to unwonted pathos; but otherwise "Mar ' he eried again, and 

:h ■ vears that had left him gray and lined his lire: ing 

, ■ 'ined to have made slight impression upon imperso al 



and the children almost from 
But I was money mad at 
—I got entangled. And when 
1 paid the price in having my 
ies. I thought .if n. .thing but 
,s for years, until the day be- 
ep and still with the wisdom 
.'ing patience, bade him con- 
tend of finishing the broken 
ned forward to grasp her 



;ood to judge harshly 
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I( you would add those smart, 
graceful lines to your new 
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LaWalohn Corsett,-. the improved Brassiere, 
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where you please, 



so long, tier 
th quivering, that hi 
of what might havi 
y years of absene 



■es eloseil. her 
soul shivered 
appened dtir- 
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Her face was still like a delicate flower, was flus 

blue, her hair bright as ever. But lifted eyeli 

1 hat the bahv in her arms was smaller than he found 

been that earlier infant, the whole his eager :i 



sound of 
of remote and 
lim aloof 

l^e of lief 



ever, and he began to ask questions. 
"Your father, Man'?" 
"Oh, Father is well," smiling brightly. 
Ie is an old man now,— vou remember he 
is always the kind of man to grow old 
rlv. — but he has good health and is happy. 

He 'married again the year after you went 



"The children?" | utterly 

"The children!" The smile was infinitely baby— 
i now, and the wide eyes darkened.) my dca 



sleeping, iaby. her head 

His oyous exelama' 
snapped the last shred c 
them. er long, curling 
veiled a bliss too ineffabl. 
light. 

" I I ipposi ■ they 1! say 1 have no spirit, 
« *h pered; "hut — I've always loved 
tajlley, always remembered you, even 
OU seemed" to have forgotten me 
And — if you'll let me bring Sheila's 
marry you whenever you like, 
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